Tie weft Lamentable Tr age die 

Now afore God, this reuercnd holy Frier, 

All our whole Citic is much bound to him. 

Itt. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofer, 

To helpe me f6rt fuch nredfull ornaments, 

As you chinke fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not tillThurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, weele to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt 

Mo. We ftiall be flhort in our prouifion, 

*Tis now ncare night. 

Fa. Tu(h, I will ftirre about. 

And all things (ball be well, I warrant thee wife ; 

Goe thou to Meet, helpe to deck vp her, 

lie not to bed to night, let me alone: „ • 

iieplay the hufwik for this once, what ho? 

They are all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Counlie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Tuliet and Nurfe. 

Its, Tthofc attyres are beft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night : 

For I haue need ofmany Orifons, 

To rooue the Heauens to fmilc vpon my ftate, 

, Which well thou knbwcft, is croffe and full of finite. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. What are you-bnfie ho? need you my helpe ? 
lu. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceflaries 
As are behoofefull for our Hate to morrow : 

$o plcafe you let me now be left alone, 

A>'d let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fore, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fb Hidden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft* for thou baft need. 

if'-* Exeunt. 



In Farewell, God knowes when we (ball meete againe. 

I haue a faint cold fear* thrills through my wines, 

That almoft freezes vp the beate of life: 
lie call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nvrfe y what fhould fhee doe here ! t 
Mv difmallSceane I needs muftaft alone. 

Come Viall, what if this mixture doe notworkeataU? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this (ball lorbid it, lie thou there. 

What if it be a poyfon which the Frier} 

Subtilly bath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he fhould be dilbonourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to F^meo} 

I feare it is, and yet me thinks it fhould not. 

For he hath Hill beene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me, theres a fearefull point-* 

Shall 1 not then be ftiffled in the Vault? 

To whofefouk mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Rorpeo comets. 

Or ifl hue, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yeercs the bones 
Of ail my buried Aunceflors are packt. 

Where bloody Tibalt yet but greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where 4s they fay. 

At fome hourcs in the night, fpirks retort: 

Alacke, alacke. is it not like that I 

So early waking, what with lcathfome fmels, 

Andfhrikes like mandrakes torne out of the earth. 

That liuing mortalls hewing them runne mad. 

Or ifl wake, fhall I not be biHraught, 

(Inuiroren wuhallthek hidiousfearcsj 
And madly play with my forefathers ipyues? 
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